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Na 


Stone giggled quietly as he slid into the back of the cab. 

"What's so funny?" 

"Its the fourteenth: 

a 

Stone looked at Jerry as the blonde man slid into the backseat beside him. "H's Valentine's Day: 
Jerry grinned. "Nice. Does that make you my date?" 

"That depends. 


Jerry glanced at the driver staring at them through the rearview mirror. "Um, you know any good bars 


around here?" 


"Good bars." The driver grumbled. 
"Yeah, but nothing too classy." 
"Wait! If lim your date, | want classy!" 


"Of course you do. High maintenance." Jerry rolled his eyes. He turned back to the driver. "You see what | 


gotta put up with?" 

"Classy bar. Got it." 

Jerry noticed that the driver kept glancing back at him and Stone so he decided to give him a show. He took 
Stone's hand. When Stone turned and looked at their joined hands and then at Jerry's face, the blonde grinned. 
"So do | need to get you wasted tonight?" 

A surprised laugh burst forth from Stone. "Well, | mean probably." 


Jerry nodded. "Good to know." 


The driver stopped the car in front of a dark, non-descript building. The only thing indicating that it wasn't 
deserted was the white lettering over the door which read, "Cat Club". 


Jerry looked up at it. "Er, um „is this, like, a lesbian bar or something?" 
Stone giggled and smacked Jerry's arm. 


Jerry continued, "Because we're guys. | mean | know its hard to tell, what with the long hair and his pretty 


cheekbones." 

Stone laughed harder. 

"It ain't a chick bar. Trust me," The driver mumbled. 

After he paid the fare and tipped the driver, Jerry got out of the car and then offered Stone his hand, 
laughing when Stone batted it away. The pair stared at the bare, blacked-out entrance to the building and both 
jumped when the cab pulled away behind them. 

"Cat Club," Stone murmured. He looked at Jerry. "Strip club?" 


"Probably." 


Even though he made a face, Stone started for the door. Jerry followed, wearing a little grin He was curious 


to see his friend in the middle of a strip club. It might do Stone some good to loosen up a little. As he opened 


the door, Stone was hit with a blast of warm air that smelled of cheap weed and the awful sound of some late 
80s dance music. Taking a tentative step inside, he was relieved to find it wasn't a strip club after all. He 
glanced back at Jerry and then stepped farther inside the club. 


The Cat Club was bigger inside than either Stone or Jerry expected. It was long and narrow with a low ceiling. 
There was a large crowd of people on the dance floor. The music bounced off the low ceiling, making it seem 
much louder than necessary. There was a thick cloud of cigarette smoke lingering over the dance space, as 
well as the heady scent of sweat. Stretching his neck, Stone peered over the crowd in search of the bar. He 
found it at the far end of the room and took a deep breath as he stepped into the crowd, trying in vain not to 
touch any of the sweaty, naked skin that was thrust in front of him. Jerry followed at a much slower pace, 
taking the time to appreciate the sea of partially-clothed bodies he was wading through. Upon reaching the 
bar, Stone stalled, staring at the shirtless, blonde bartender wearing only a red bow-tie around his neck, a pair 
of white feather wings, and a tiny pink quiver and bow on his back. 


The bartender's hazel eyes took their time in appraising Stone. Finally, he spoke. "Hey, there, cutie. What can | 
get you?" 


Jerry's head snapped around at the man's voice. He grinned as it finally all added up for him. 
Stone, however, stalled even more. "Um, are you talking to me?" 
"Two bottles of Bud, please," Jerry told the bartender, giving Stone a grin as he patted his shoulder. 


The bartender gave Jerry a look that seemed somewhat apologetic as he opened the cooler and lifted out two 
bottles. Jerry gave him a smile as he paid for both. 


He handed Stone a bottle and told him, "Next one's on you." 

"I thought this was a date." 

"Fine," Jerry mumbled as he lifted the bottle to his lips. "Then | expect you to put out" 

Stone giggled. "Jerry, you expect everyone to put out.” 

Grinning against the cool glass, he raised his eyebrows. "You have a point.” 

They turned around, leaning against the bar, and watched the crowd on the dance floor for a while. Jerry kept 
stealing glances at Stone, waiting for him to realize. The man on the other side of Stone, a redhead with a 
trimmed beard, wearing a black leather harness over his naked chest, passed him a joint just as another man 


grabbed his harness and pulled him to the floor. 


Surprised, Stone took the joint and merely looked at it for a moment before holding it out to Jerry. "Want 
this?" 


"Try it" 

"No way. It could be fucked up." 

"Could be good." 

Stone shot him a look which said he doubted that. 

Jerry took it from him and was about to take a drag when a song came on that made the entire club cheer. It 
seemed to be a dance remix of If | Could Turn Back Time. As he brought it to his lips once more, the crowd 
cheered louder. Jerry looked around to see what was going on and he let out a surprised laugh, giving Stone a 
nudge with his elbow. 

"Holy shit," He said in awe. 

Stone followed his gaze to the DJ booth. "Is that -?" 

"Cher." 

"Wow! What the hell is she doing here?" 


Jerry shook his head, but couldn't take his eyes of off her. "No idea 


They watched the crowd cheer and dance with Cher and it finally dawned on Stone. "Wait." He looked around. 


"She's the only woman here." 


"This is a gay bar, ‘cutie’," Jerry laughed as he finally took a hit on the joint he was holding. He passed it to 
Stone, who took it and raised it to his lips without thought. 


"It is?" 

"Look around, Stoney." 

At that moment, Cher stepped through the crowd, giving Stone a smile as she wiggled herself in between him 
and the guy next to him. He stared at her, mouth open, taking in her policeman's hat, black leather jacket, black 
satin bustier, ripped fishnets, and knee-high boots. 


"Wow." 


She stepped up onto the rail to give the bartender a hug and ask for a bottle of water. Stone and Jerry were 
still staring when she turned to them. "Hello." 


"Um, hi. Hi. Hello Cher." Jerry stammered. "I'm Jerry. This is Stone." 

"You look alarmingly like my ex." 

Stone blurted out, "Sonny?!" 

Jerry quickly elbowed him. "Gregg Allman," He hissed And then, to Cher, "Sorry about that" 


"Don't be, he's still gorgeous. Even if he is an insufferable asshole." Cher winked and then looked at Stone. "Nice 


to meet you, Stone. Interesting name. You're very cute together.” 


They stared at her, speechless, as she turned and walked away, back into the crowd. Finally, Stone recovered 
enough to stammer, "Oh, no. No. Not, uh, together.” He turned to Jerry, who started to giggle. "Cher thinks 


we're a couple, Jerry!" 


Jerry laughed harder, especially at Stone's stricken expression "So what? Look around you. Tell you what, 


buddy. If you get a better offer than me, go for it. | won't stop you." 
Stone rolled his eyes as he lifted his beer and chugged the whole bottle down, 


By beer number three, Stone had taken off his jacket and was starting to sway with the music. It was no 
surprise to Jerry that several pairs of eyes were taking in the sight of his pretty friend When Cher returned 
and grabbed Stone's hand and pulled him onto the dance floor, however, they were both surprised. Stone shot 
Jerry an anxious look that clearly said, "Help mel", which Cher caught. 


"Don't worry, blondie, I'll bring him back in one piece." 
With a giggle, Jerry tilted his head. "Much appreciated, ma'am." 


Immediately, Stone was surrounded by other guys. For a moment, he stood, frozen, staring at Jerry, almost 
pleading with him to rescue him. 


"Give him some room," Cher scolded the others. 


When the other men backed off a little, Jerry could see Stone visibly relax. As he watched Stone awkwardly 
attempting to dance with Cher to a Whitney Houston song, Jerry thought there was no way the others were 
ever going to believe this happened to them. He was on his fifth or sixth beer when things got even more 
surreal. The song that came on made Jerry cackle. He assumed it was a myth, a cliche, but It's Raining Men 
began and Jerry laughed so hard, he had tears in his eyes. As he wiped one eye, then the other, he noticed 
Cher glancing at him and saying something in Stone's ear. A moment later, Stone was heading toward him. Stone 


glanced back at Cher before stopping directly in front of Jerry. 


"She said you looked lonely and | should come give you a kiss to make sure you know l'm still yours.” His 


sheepish expression made Jerry melt. 

With a little laugh, Jerry raised an eyebrow. "Well?" 

Rolling his eyes, Stone mumbled, "Can't believe l'm doing this." 

| should point out that you could just tell her we're not together." 

"She'd be pissed! They'd all be pissed at us!" 

"So we're kissing just to avoid upsetting Cher?" 

"Right." 

"Okay. Let's do this." 

"Dont make it weird!" Stone hissed as he closed in on Jerry. But he stopped when the blonde laughed. 
"Make it weird?? This night could not get any weirder!" 

"Just kiss me! She's watching!” 

"Why do | have to kiss you for Cher? Can't | kiss you just because | want to?" 

He wrinkled his nose. As Stone searched Jerry's face, he slowly unwrinkled. "Do you want to?" 
"Of course | do!" 

"Oh. Okay, then" 

"Okay, then?" 

Stone nodded. 


They stared at one another before Jerry quietly asked, "Do you want to kiss me?" Then quickly added, "Not 


because of Cher?" 
"OF course | do." 
"Then just fucking do it!" 


"You just fucking do it!" 


They stared some more, each man flicking his eyes down to the other man's lips until Jerry finally sighed and 
turned to put his beer bottle down on the bar. When he turned back to Stone, he took his face in both hands 
and pulled him closer, meeting him in a long, deep kiss in which he gently pushed his tongue into Stone's mouth. 
Stone closed his eyes and blocked out the sound of the crowd cheering as he returned Jerry's kiss. He tasted 
the beer on his tongue as he sucked on it, raising his hands to Jerry's shoulders and clutching them hard. 
"Want to get out of here?" He murmured against Jerry's lips. 

"Uh-huh." 

Not bothering to move, Stone continued, "I'm sharing a room with McCready. 


"Sharing with Sean," Jerry replied. 


Undeterred, Stone took Jerry's hand and started for the door. He waved to Cher as he told Jerry, "We'll kick 


him out" 
More laughter from Jerry. "Didn't even need to buy you dinner after all” 
Stone shot him a playful glare. 


"Happy Valentine's Day to me!" 


